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-1983 


At three-thirty in the morning (lunchtime in Greenwich time), Steve gave a single thought to what brought 
him to this exact crossroad in his life, far from home on permanent jetlag, wanking off a man against the wall 
down the alley from a late-closing pub. He hadn't had regular sex in months, but it wasn't so much that or 
the half a bottle of whisky in his belly as the man before him at this moment who'd decided it for him. One of 
his long-time idols, whom he had just happened to bump into in America, undone at his hands! The legendary 
guitarist even knew who Steve was, and his work, based on their conversation. That pleased him as much as 


meeting his hero. 


Hd never taken Pete Townshend to be the type to chance public encounters. And he wasn't, but then neither 
was Steve but look at him now. Pete was... changeable - as powerful as his stage presence one minute, the 
next, soft-spoken and lowering his lashes over his pale blue irises like an ingénue. There had been that moment 
between them at the pub when things had turned from mutual respect and interest to attraction and the 
shared knowledge that they were going to hook up. Pete had been around enough to know it was the ending of 
things, not the beginning, and he never inferred otherwise. In a day or two, one or both of them would be 


subject to the whims of the industry, and gore. 


Yes, it had been simple, so natural. Some drinking, some smoking, a chat that wasn't, and a short walk into the 
shadows. Pete had simply leaned against the wall and waited for him. From the size and responsiveness of the 
cock drizzling onto Steve's right fist as he did his best to stroke in a like rhythm to what he was being 
treated with, he knew he'd found the pace to finish them both in short order. A hand with callouses that were 
probably as old as Steve wrapped around him and stroked, pulled, the thumb circling his head and spreading 
slick. Before anyone could notice them, Pete had shot against the dank bricks of the wall and Steve, gripping 
him at the hip, followed with an impressive splatter, another flashback overlapped into the front-and-center 


present. 


At the end, Pete had surprised him. Instead of bidding him a good evening and wandering off, as had happened 
at other happenstance hook-ups with groupies and other hangers-on, Pete had turned back, doing up his fly, 
buckling his belt with soft clinking noises. The expectant look on his face, half wistful and half demanding, called 
to Steve. His arms looped around Steve's neck and he laid his lips on the younger guitarist's. He must have 
sensed the blond would never have dared, on his own. They kissed, a slow, sensual taste that seemed to last till 
dawn. In reality it wasn't longer than a few heartbeats, but it was the first kiss in months that Steve had 


shared with a man. He couldn't get enough. 


Steve had never intended to follow Pete home. To his hotel. Whatever. But he had. Then there was more, lying 
with the man fully clothed, then naked, their bodies coming back to turgid life as the birds chirped in prelude 
to the dawn. The first shafts of light were making their way through the light gauzy drapes as Pete took him 
from behind, on his knees. Unlike their quiet, deliberate movements in the alleyway, the famous songsmith 
pumped like a rabbit, sparking his walls and prostate until Steve howled into the pillow. Droplets of sweat pelted 
his back. Then, heavy hot flesh, scratchy hair, delicate lips on the back of his neck, a deep, keening groaning, a 
hand that would not touch his swollen dick but cradled his sac as the glands within contracted.. Blinded by too 
much sensation, Steve sprayed the sheets as warmth filled him. It didn't matter that his face was hidden, his 
ass high and plundered in that instant. When Pete was through with him, they slept, entangled while the world 


awakened around them. 


It was nothing short of luxurious to wake up there, like that, near noon, for the first sight to be light blue, 
lined, curious eyes peering into his. The body was firm and substantial. They were sticky as hell but then Steve 
realized he was hard again and there were two throbbing cylinders between his legs right then Dick to dick, 
the slightest of thrusting movements were all they allowed themselves. For a lazy half hour, they lay kissing, 
Touching, trading taste and a strange intimacy Steve never thought he wanted, or deserved. It was temporary, 


but he'd always remember. 


Basic needs overtook them. In the bathroom, the men traded chuckles at how long it took, standing over the 
bowl, waiting for their erections to recede enough to just let out enough for comforts sake. Steve tried to 
piss quickly, bearing down, and soon was cut off again when Pete reached over to trace the curve of his arse 
and up his back. Murmuring ‘shower’ and ‘breakfast: to which Steve returned ‘coffee, for fuck's sake’, Pete 
turned on the shower, leaving the flexible hose fixed high so they could both step in. 


The older man's body was nothing to sneeze at. Steve had already felt it, experienced its skill and workability; 
still the sight of that lean body which defied its age with precision and careless casualness... Well, he was male 
after all, right? His cock rose again. Already fully erect, Pete took his time washing himself, daring Steve with 
his eyes to stare, and then simply inclined his head. 


Then it didn't matter who was younger, bigger, who was publically straight or ‘ambiguous. Pete's cock in his 
mouth felt so goddamn right. What he lacked in technique, Steve tried to mitigate in theory, giving what he 
wanted in clumsy attempts at swallowing, sucking with a force that pulled his cheekbones sharper, though they 
still didn't rival what he could see on every glance up. At last Pete solved the problem of leverage with a 
fistful of Steve's wet hair, guiding the in-and-out struggle of the head of his cock through open throat. 


Those last few moments lasted an eternity, till finally, gasping for breath and mouth tasting of semen, Steve 
pulled away. His tongue moved with a life of its own, like it wanted to clear the bitter coating. Saliva welled up; 


Steve spat, just to keep his gorge down. 

First time?" The voice reaching his ears was higher now, sympathetic. 
Steve didn't want sympathy, he wanted to be told he had to do it again. 
"No... but first in a long time." Long was relative. 


An indeterminate noise rolled over him; Pete shifted and turned, lifted the shower from its hook and rinsed 
himself. On his knees still, Steve stared at the member becoming restful, testicles descending to their rightful 


place. 
"Take care of yourself now," Pete said. 


Cheeks staining, Steve opened his mouth, then stopped whatever it was he was going to say. It was true, he 
was hard as a rock, purple, his neglected dick twitching in rhythm on its own with a string of drool hanging 
from the tip. Then he felt it, the gritting lust pooled there in his loins, so much blood there, so much needing 
to get out. It was about Pete and what they'd done, what Steve had done there on his knees, twice, and it was 
shame overlaying it, that Pete would rather watch him bring himself off than partake of his body again, all of 


which only made him harder. 


"Do it.." Pete repeated, in a tone that said he shouldn't have to. One more small hesitation, then Steve wrapped 
his hand around his shaft, pulling in his own unique timing, working the foreskin, wanking off just so. He lost his 


breath somewhere in the steam. Fist and forearm pumping, veins raised on the back of his hand as he fought 
for orgasm, the less-experienced musician had a revelation as to what Pete might like with people who could 
take a lot more intensity, and it scared the bloody hell out of him. Having no time for it was good, and yet as 
he felt the beginning of climax gather in the backs of his thighs and compress his balls, Steve laid mental 
images out in his mind - Pete with a whip, Pete holding back his release with toys and commands for days til 
Steve passed out - all the little games they could play. 


His groan of completion rang upon the tiles; white pulsed onto the darker ceramic squares, soon washed away. 
It was fair to say that Steve had never been as hard during a masturbatory session, though he'd probably 
cum more forcefully once or twice. It was a little disconcerting to be stared at while he sunk to such a primal 
act. For a minute, he couldn't look up, but as his cock began to soften and his seed disappeared down the drain, 


Steve raised his head, smiled through his teeth. 


Coffee in the courtyard, damp hair, sunglasses and utterly casual friendliness lingering till early afternoon, and 
then he was gone, walking away. Schedules called, for both of them. Steve had to walk slowly, and he wondered 
if it was the same for Pete. 


Fin. 


